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Darkling | Listen 


by IneffableDoll 


Summary 


“D’ you, I dunno...” This was a bad idea. “Want help?” 

“With...” 

“With your wings. I could...help put “em in order.” 

Aziraphale immediately looked equal parts offended as hopeful, which accurately reflected 
Crawly’s own feelings. 


TKK ok 
Crawly and Aziraphale run into each other shortly after Eden, and the interaction turns into 


something unexpectedly intimate and painfully revealing of their inability to play the roles 
they were assigned. 


Notes 


This, my friends, is my one-hundredth piece of fan fiction, all for Good Omens. Damn. 
400,000ish words, almost two years, and some amazing friendships later, I can’t believe 
I’ve made my way to the triple digits!! Exciting. ’m super happy with this fic so ?m 
pleased it landed on such a fun milestone. 


Title from the poem “Ode to a Nightingale” by John Keats. 


Content Warnings: a reference to fatphobic comments from Gabriel (which are promptly 
refuted) and a brief reference to past self-harm. To bypass the section mentioning self- 
harm, skip the paragraph starting with: “These were angel feathers,” and the sentence after 
that paragraph. It’s toward the end of the fic. Also, be warned that the “Crowley has trauma 
from the Fall” tag is very much there for a reason, as they express a good deal of pain over 
those unresolved feelings, including some PTSD. 


This forest didn’t smell like the Garden. 


Eden was rich in abundant, sweet perfumes, almost narcotic with rich soil and the zing of 
something spicy in the Earth. Waters glimmered in the light, tasting of the cleanest depths, and 
every bright-toned bloom housed tiny fuzzy insects making buzzing sounds Crawly liked to mimic 
when they were in snake form. 


This, though it was leagues better than the hot and dry of the open desert, was a poor 
imitation. Still, the trees here had moss, and the stream was small but clean, and the humans 
seemed to be enjoying the shade. They’d been walking for a long time, which looked rough with a 
baby in tow that they took turns holding, and another on the way, judging by the Woman’s 
protruding stomach. They’d probably have to settle down sometime soon. Crawly didn’t know how 
long it took for little humans to become bigger humans, as the Man and Woman had sorta skipped 
that bit (as far as they knew, anyway, maybe the two’d been sat in some holy incubator before 
being deposited in Eden). But it didn’t seem good to do that growing while endlessly traveling for 
an unknown end. 


In the nearest star’s light of dawn, broken into stripes by the foliage, Crawly sat in a tree. 
Not as a snake, as they’d come to find that having human limbs was much nicer, if somewhat 
unwieldy. The limbs never seemed sure where they wanted to go or be. Presently, Crawly had 
them carefully draped so that they sat with their back pressed to the tree trunk, legs on either side 
of the large branch to keep themself anchored and upright. They still weren’t sure about the arms, 
so one was holding a spindly branch above them just for something to do as they watched a couple 
of birds squawk at each other overhead. Crawly wondered if the odd little creatures would mind if 
they squawked back. 


“T-I say...” came a distinct, familiar voice, “whatever are you doing up there?” 


Crawly leaned dangerously to peer at the ground. Past their knee, looking up at them with a 
scandalized expression, was that angel from the Wall. Aziraphale, if Crawly remembered correctly. 
He’d held his wing over Crawly when it rained. 


Crawly grinned down at him. Funny how he looked so small from here, his round 
corporation all draped in white. “Hello!” they called. They’d heard the humans use greetings on 


animals and when they were briefly separated from each other. 
“Erm, yes, good day,” Aziraphale replied, eyes wide. ““Why are you in a tree, Crawly?” 
“Not really in it, just sittin’ on the branches.” 
“Are you causing some sort of mischief up there, Serpent?” 


Crawly glanced at the birds. One cooed at the other and nuzzled its friend’s neck. 
“Course,” they replied, shoving some of their long hair out of their face. “Lots of trouble.” 


“Well.” Aziraphale huffed disapprovingly, and Crawly looked down at him again to see 
he’d crossed his arms. “I must insist you come down from there, then.” 


There was no decent reason to do as he said. He was just an angel, after all. Not superior to 
Crawly in any way. But he was also wickedly — holily, maybe — entertaining. “Sure,” Crawly 
acquiesced breezily, tossing both legs to one side of the tree limb and beginning their careful, 
wobbly descent. They probably could’ve flown, or even gone snake and wound their way down, 
but this was much more invigorating, the danger of it, the way Aziraphale’s eyes tracked them the 
entire time. 


Crawly finally landed on the ground on both feet, arms extended for balance, and they 
stretched to their full height and adjusted their robe where it threatened to slip off a shoulder. With 
an odd sense of satisfaction, they grinned rakishly at the angel, who, though not significantly 
shorter than Crawly, seemed to naturally hunch in on himself. 


“T’m here,” Crawly said unnecessarily, hands on their hips. “What did you want from me?” 


“Erm,” Aziraphale murmured, clearly caught off guard. Not a good way to be when you’ re 
a guardian, but Crawly couldn’t complain. “W-What nefarious schemes are you concocting?” 


“Oh, lots of evil deeds. You know how it is.” 
“I’m quite sure I don’t.” 


“Course.” Crawly smiled wider at Aziraphale. They liked him. “I assume you’ re doing all 
sorts of holy, benevolent nonsense, then?” 


“Td hardly call it nonsense to be watching over the first humans and guiding their way,” 
Aziraphale said mildly. 


“Guiding? You know where they’re going, then?” 
“Erm. Not as much. But I will be there when they...when they arrive.” 


Crawly grunted. Aziraphale looked away from their intense gaze so he could look at the 
ground instead, which was assumedly much more boring. Crawly continued to look at the angel, 
from the place where his soft double chin poked out to the dirtied hem of his white robes (this was 
why black robes were better — less worry about stains) to the wings extending low behind him- 


“What did you do to your wings?” Crawly asked, horrified, quite without meaning to. 
“What?” Aziraphale looked back up at them, eyebrows arched finely. 


“Why’re they like...that?” Crawly asked, gesturing at the absolute disaster of pale feathers. 
They were sticking in all directions, matted, with dirt and debris stuck in them. It had to be horribly 


unpleasant, if not outright painful. What did it take to get an angel’s wings in such a state? 


Aziraphale winced, pointedly not looking behind him. “I didn’t do anything,” he said 
defensively. “They just...did that.” 


“Well, have you cleaned them? Preened?” 

“What?” 

Crawly raised their eyebrows. “You haven’t?” 

Aziraphale’s brow, in contrast, furrowed low. “What are you talking about?” 


“Did...Heaven not teach you how to take care of your wings? Can’t you at least put them 
away? They get dirty a lot slower when they’re, ya know” — they flapped an arm around for 
emphasis — “on another plane.” 


Aziraphale stared at them for a moment, then huffed, clearly embarrassed even as he 
defiantly maintained eye contact. “Well. It obviously isn’t important, or they would have...and we 
can’t exactly get dirty like this in Heaven, as you well know.” He grimaced at that, shooting 
Crawly an apologetic look. “Oh, I’m sorry. That was insensitive of me.” 


Now off-kilter themself, Crawly opened their mouth to reply and couldn’t come up with 
anything. What do you say to an angel who just casually apologized for...for indirectly mentioning 
a demon’s Fall? Crawly decided the answer was you don’t and moved on. “Looks uncomfortable.” 


Aziraphale made a face. “Aptly noted.” 

“D’ you, I dunno...” This was a bad idea. “Want help?” 
“With...” 

“With your wings. I could...help put “em in order.” 


Aziraphale immediately looked equal parts offended as hopeful, which accurately reflected 
Crawly’s own feelings. It was a disgrace to everything they were to have even offered to help 
someone with something, let alone an angel. Frankly, they were offended for their own sake. 


That said, it could be argued that this was not the first time Crawly had become a disgrace 
to everything they were supposed to be. They had the wings and eyes and fangs to prove it. 


Still, no need to dwell on that spark of hopefulness. 


“Th-That is,” Crawly added after an awkward pause, grasping for purchase in a boiling pit, 
“T could — could show you-“ 


“Absolutely not.” Aziraphale had apparently gathered himself as Crawly floundered over 
their ill-advised words, looking stern and cold. Like the other angels on the Wall had looked. It 
was just wrong on him. “I won’t have you near my wings, you — you wicked fiend! You think I 
would ever trust you to be so close to-“ 


“Okay, okay.” Crawly held up both hands placatingly, taking multiple steps away in case 
Aziraphale started feeling smite-y. It hadn’t seemed likely after their talk on the Wall, but Crawly 
could’ ve misjudged, and they needed to be careful not to get too relaxed. Aziraphale was still an 
angel, after all. Crawly couldn’t trust him, either. “Bad suggestion,” they said. “Ignore it. Won’t 


happen again.” 


Aziraphale glared at them one moment longer, then seemed to deflate. “See that it doesn’t,” 
he muttered before turning on his heel and marching away, assumedly back the way he came. 
Crawly’s birds chirped and squealed overhead, but they watched the angel until he was out of 
sight, full of conflicting feelings. 


It’s not like they wanted to help the angel, so it wouldn’t make any sense to be 
disappointed. 


The rest of the day seemed slow. The humans didn’t travel anywhere, apparently content to 
camp out and gather things to eat from the woods. Crawly spent their time exploring, counting as 
many different colours of rocks as they could find (seventeen, if you included the different shades 
of grey), and trying to determine why some leaves were shiny and smooth and others were papery 
and had spiney edges (they decided it was probably something about the light exposure, or maybe 
proximity to berry bushes). They further took the opportunity to strip and submerge themself in the 
river, like they’d seen the humans do before. It was oddly refreshing, even if it left their hair heavy 
and clingy. The feeling of being wet afterward was uncomfortable and new, and they developed a 
newfound sense of appreciation for having been saved most of the dampness of the first rain. Still, 
the star made quick work of the residual liquid on their (still quite new) form, leaving them warm 
and clean and ready to count more rocks. 


By the time the Earth had moved enough to place the close star below the visible plane, 
Crawly had returned to their morning tree to see how their birds were doing. They hoped they 
would still be there, but they couldn’t see the feathered things from the ground, even with their 
night vision, and were about to start climbing when they heard footsteps nearby. 


They crouched lower on instinct, the distinct smell of something holy wafting through the 
still air. Aziraphale. Normally, they might’ ve stayed put, or even sought him out. The angel was 
the only decent conversation Crawly had known since...a long time, okay? But they felt 
uncharacteristically unsure after their interaction that morning, so, silent and swift, they clambered 
up the tree trunk and slung themself on a branch higher than the last, theoretically out of sight from 
the ground for someone without their night vision. 


After a moment of waiting, Aziraphale appeared in the space below the tree, looking 
nervous. He kept glancing back over his shoulder, peering around like he expected to be ambushed 
by a horde of demons any moment. Or at least one particular demon. 


Crawly leaned out a little farther to see his face. He looked disappointed. Like Crawly had 
felt earlier. That was not the expression of one who had expected to be attacked by a horde of 
demons and failed to be thus accosted. Come to think of it, Crawly wasn’t certain they’d ever seen 
him this far from wherever the humans camped. Even just that morning, Aziraphale would’ ve had 
to go out of his way to get to this tree. Crawly was following the humans, yes, but they didn’t really 
want to run into the Woman again. She’d throttle them in a heartbeat. So, they’d been keeping a 
good distance between them, only coming near when they travelled to keep track. 


Point was, Crawly didn’t know why Aziraphale was out this far, exactly where Crawly was. 
Twice. 


Oh. Perhaps he was scoping out the nearby demonic energy. Keeping an eye on Crawly, 
much in the same way they had been keeping an eye on him. Crawly was supposed to be a threat to 
him, after all. 


Was actively a threat, that is. Not supposed to be. Crawly was a threat, absolutely. III intent, 
wiles, et cetera. See, he’d stolen rocks from that pond earlier ‘cause they were pretty. Demonic 
hoarding. Rocks were probably a limited resource, as they weren’t exactly abundant among the 
sands, so... 


“...Crawly?” Aziraphale whispered from down below. “Are you there?” 


Up above, Crawly stayed quiet, poised with the precise stillness of a snake. Hunted, and the 
hunter. 


“Foolish,” they heard Aziraphale murmur to himself. “Why would you — you’re being 
absurd.” 


Wariness, curiosity, and empathy warred for Crawly’s attention, the former winning out if 
only because they couldn’t decide what to do. They could reveal themself, but to what end? They 
didn’t know what Aziraphale was here for, and yes, their interactions had been decently friendly — 
certainly moreso than they had expected of conversations with an angel — but that could always 
change. Crawly knew from their time Above that a kind face one day could be the one that sent 
you plummeting the next. 


Eventually, Aziraphale left, leaving Crawly alone with their thoughts, and the taste of rain 
in their memory. 


Wouldn't it be funny if I did the good thing, and you did the bad one? 


Crawly stayed in the tree for the rest of the dark time, only coming back down when the 
nearest star illuminated the world again. Crawly’s birds were singing somewhere, though they 
weren’t sure where. They spent most of the day looking for them and getting distracted by the 
many other wonders of the forest. They just had so many questions about how it all worked! 


Toward evening, Crawly found the Man and Woman and saw that they had set up a sort of 
base for themselves in a clearing, using leaves from the trees and the grasses to protect their heads, 
and to lay on when they slept. The young human, a boy, apparently, took curiosity in everything 
and seemed intent on sticking everything in his mouth. This was an irritant to the Woman, whose 
belly had swollen so that she seemed hesitant to move much at all. Crawly remembered the 
screams that pierced the air when the first human had come out, the shrill pain that set alight 
Crawly’s skin with memory, even as they had shifted to their snake form and burrowed in the sand. 


That was probably going to happen again, soon. Crawly wanted to be far away when it did. 
Then they’d come back and continue keeping watch. 


They backed away from where they watched the little one laugh at a beetle that had 
crawled up his arm, a smile tugging at their lips at the sight, and set off to the nearest edge of the 
forest, where they could fly unobstructed, perhaps to some other landmark, at least for a few cycles 
of the near star. 


Crawly was not far when, yet again, an angel snuck up on them. 
“Oh, Crawly!” Aziraphale said from behind. 


Startled, Crawly turned, and, appraising the nervous (as usual) angel before them, decided 
that he didn’t appear to still be upset with them about...what they’d said. There was no reproach in 
those eyes, no sign that he’d reconsidered the usefulness of angelic wrath. “Want something?” they 
asked pragmatically. 


“Ah, um.” Aziraphale tugged at the front of his robe, plump fingers winding the fabric and 
releasing, winding, releasing. His gaze was trained on the ground, and Crawly looked down to see 
if there was something interesting there, but it was just the usual ground again. “I-I have decided,” 
Aziraphale said, “that it would be best if you...taught me...how demons take care of their wings. 
Like you said. For...for understanding the opposition more thoroughly.” 


Eyebrows lifting high, Crawly crossed their arms, leaning their weight into one foot. 
“Understanding,” they echoed, sceptical but willing to go along. “Right.” 


“T mean to say that I— I would greatly appreciate-“ 


“Okay,” Crawly cut in before he could finish that sentence. Demons were not supposed to 
be thanked for anything. Ever. 


Aziraphale looked at them, finally. “You’ll help?” 
Crawly stared back, feeling ten different things they couldn’t name. “I did offer.” 
“Yes. Well, I'd be grateful-“ 


“Yeah, yeah.” Crawly flapped a hand in the air, trying to ignore the thoughts screaming for 
their attention inside, namely the large part of them saying what the fuck did you just agree to? A 
section of one of the angel’s wings, now that Crawly was looking, seemed slightly combed, like 
Aziraphale had shoved his fingers through the feathers to bring some order to them. It was an 
improvement, but not by much. Crawly took a step closer. “So, should I-“ 


“No!” Aziraphale pulled his wings back, panicked. “Erm, that is, would you show me on 
your own wings, and I can...can try on mine?” 


Crawly balked, embarrassed themself now, and backed away again. “Right, sure, course.” 
Obviously, Aziraphale didn’t want Crawly to touch his wings. He’d made that clear, and that was a 
very vulnerable place to be. Crawly could tear out important flight feathers or damage them in 
some other way. They wouldn’t, but Aziraphale didn’t know that, and he probably shouldn’t know 
that either. They were supposed to be enemies. Right? 


They weren’t doing a very good job of it so far. 


With a shrug, Crawly brought their wings out, just a touch more theatrical than necessary. 
They cleaned them regularly, as most demons did, and the light scattered along the vanes in stripes. 
Crawly saw a few places for improvement, though, and they figured they could always rough the 
feathers up a little bit just to show Aziraphale how it worked. 


They opened their mouth to speak, turning back to Aziraphale, and their jaw immediately 
snapped shut. The angel was contemplating Crawly’s large, spread wings with something 
like...awe, his gaze a weight as he traced the arch of one wing to where it drooped nearest the 
ground, then back up to the other wing. Crawly couldn’t help but flex them a little bit, enough to 


catch and send the light shimmering over the shiny surface of their feathers. Pride was demonic, 
after all. 


Crawly waited long enough for Aziraphale to look his fill (which turned out to be just a 
little bit longer than Crawly could stand the fascinated scrutiny) and sat on the ground 
unceremoniously, tugging one of their wings into their lap. “Alright, let’s get started, then,” they 
said, idly running a hand the wrong direction through their feathers so they’d have something to 
work with. “The first thing you’ll want to do is pick out any obvious debris, then we’ll get those 
loose feathers out...” 


Aziraphale eagerly joined them on the ground and nodded along with each instruction as 
Crawly gave it. It was obvious that Aziraphale was used to obeying orders and doing as he was 
told, and as soon as they realized as much, Crawly was sure to word everything as a suggestion 
instead of a demand. They hated the idea of being anything like the other angels who just ordered 
each other around all day on their pompous arses. Crawly understood that they and Aziraphale 
were little more than glorified foot soldiers on Earth, but that didn’t mean the demon had any 
intention of grovelling at the feet of their superiors. That was what they all Fell to escape from, 
wasn’t it? 


Maybe not. Maybe some Fell to get that power for themselves. 
Anyway. 


With surprising deftness and ease, Aziraphale mastered the movements as Crawly guided 
him from the coverts to the secondaries to the primaries. He didn’t talk much, mostly listening as 
Crawly murmured the steps. Crawly tried not to let on how incredulous they felt that Heaven had 
not taught their Earth agent this. Hell hadn’t taught theirs, either; Crawly had taught themself in 
those first few weeks when they discovered that they really hated the feeling of sand caught in the 
barbs of their feathers. Still, that was Hell. The standard was supposed to be different. Crawly 
knew Heaven was awful, of course, but a bit of distance made it easy to romanticise the good parts. 
This was a good reminder, probably, for the times when they felt homesick for a home they’d 
never actually had and never would. 


At Aziraphale’s side, a small pile of loose feathers and sand and other little bits of forest 
debris piled up. At first, the angel seemed embarrassed about the stuff that had gotten stuck in his 
wings, but Crawly told him they’d found a salamander in their wing once and Aziraphale seemed 
fine after that. It was only a small exaggeration — technically, the salamander had crawled onto 
their wings while Crawly had them spread out to soak up the near star’s light, but it had been there. 
And lying was a demonic thing to do, regardless of whether it was a lie told to comfort one’s 
hereditary enemy. Details. 


Crawly went slowly through their own wings, having preened not that long ago, but they 
still finished long before Aziraphale did. They could’ ve just left the angel to it, gone off to some 
other part of the forest or even simply left as they’d intended...but they found themself hesitant to. 
And Aziraphale seemed content to pluck in silent...not companionship, but silence, anyway, so 
Crawly decided to just lean back and watch the trees. 


“Oh, look, the sun’s setting,” Aziraphale murmured at one point. “I do so love the sunsets.” 
“The what’s what?” Crawly asked, snapping to attention. 
“The...sun? Big light in the sky?” 


“Oh,” Crawly said, relaxing again, leaning back on the heels of their palms. “You mean the 
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Star. 
“Well, yes, but this one is called ‘sun.’” 
“Why?” 

“Well, erm...” 


“Not even a particularly big star. Certainly not impressive,” Crawly muttered to themself. 
Their stars had been much more interesting. Not that it mattered anymore. 


“Oh, don’t say that,” Aziraphale countered, looking up from petting his long primaries. 
“The starmaking team did such a lovely job of it, don’t you think? I always wanted to go out and 
visit the Creation, you know, while it was being built, but I had to train...” He trailed off 
awkwardly. 


Part of Crawly wanted to respond, to tell Aziraphale what it had been like. How they and 
the other...the others had set things into motion, had mapped out elliptical orbits and placed stars 
and shaped galaxies (he’d made some of them look like jellyfish after bumping into an angel 
working in aquatics), and then they’d made the galaxies go around each other. In the infinite, ever- 
expanding vacuum of space, Crawly had introduced colour, and they had set the hot blue stars and 
the cooler red stars in orbit, some old and some young — the matter and the interstellar dust 
gathered into their own two hands to form rocky bodies that were set off on their paths. 


Part of Crawly wanted to tell Aziraphale about it, but they couldn’t. It was too raw, too red 
and bleeding of a wound, of a loss. Instead, they said, “How’re the wings going?” 


“Ah, I believe I’m done,” Aziraphale said, allowing the subject change without fuss. He 
stood — a little wobbly, from sitting so long — and flared his wings shyly. “How... how do they 
look?” 


It was Crawly’s turn to stare in awe. The pure white of the feathers was less overwhelming 
in the semidarkness, and the naturally fluffier nature of them made even the broadest feathers 
gentle, even delicate. Where the light had met Crawly’s wings with sharp, distinct lines, 
Aziraphale’s glowed orange in the sparse rays streaming through the canopy, and Crawly couldn’t 
help thinking he looked like a star. 


“You look...they look good. And the back? Lemme see. Nice, yeah. You missed a few 
toward the base, though.” Crawly’s hand twitched to fix the feathers themself, an urge they had 
been resisting ever since Aziraphale had agreed to their idea. More accurately...since they’d 
offered in the first place. 


“Oh,” Aziraphale sighed, wings lowering slightly with his shoulders. “Well...that’s alright. 
It doesn’t need to be perfect.” 


Crawly frowned. “Why not just fix them?” 


Aziraphale looked down, and Crawly stood so they could circle around him and see the 
way he was trying to hide his face, the crease of his double chin deepening as he did so. “The... 
corporation I was issued is...not particularly flexible. I-I can’t quite reach.” He glanced at Crawly, 
then away again. “Gabriel says I need a workout routine — whatever that is — to fix it...” 


“Fix it?” Crawly interrupted, folding their arms. “The Heaven is wrong with it? Looks fine 
to me.” 


Aziraphale’s face suddenly turned very red. Must’ve been the lighting. “It’s...bigger than 
it’s supposed to be. Gabriel says.” 


“That’s bullshit,’ Crawly said breezily, always happy to disagree with an Archangel. “I 
mean, this was the corporation you were assigned. Specifically made for you. So, it’s probably the 
way you’re supposed to be.” 


“Do you...really believe so?” 


“Mmm. So long as you’re comfortable, then it doesn’t matter. It’s your body, not Gabriel’s, 
so he can shove it.” 


“E-Erm.” Aziraphale’s eyes were very wide, and he wore the expression of one who had 
never had someone take their side against another. “I-I don’t...shove what...where?” 


Crawly smirked. “His audacity up his ar-“ 
“T’ve heard plenty!” Aziraphale interjected, voice high with embarrassed panic. 


Trying very hard not to outright grin, Crawly gestured to the angel’s wings. “Well, ’m sure 
they’re good enough like that, even if you can’t quite get those back ones. Not up to demon 
standards, mind, but better than any other angels.” Considering none of them knew how to preen, 
apparently. Wankers. 


“Well, I doubt I’d want to be meeting the standards of a demon,” Aziraphale replied 
practically. 


Crawly didn’t say that he was doing a pretty good job of that, anyway. This demon’s 
standards, that is. “Probably not,” they agreed. “Maybe you could fashion some sort of brush to get 
back there. Lots of branches around these parts. You could stick them to-“ 


“Wouldyouhelp?” 
“gether, or tie them, and try...what?” 


Aziraphale’s gaze darted away, then back, his hands twiddling with the fabric of his white 
robe. Crawly wondered if it was a nervous habit of his. “W-Would you...?” He waved a hand 
toward his wings, to the spot he couldn’t reach. 


“Y-You want me to...?” Crawly echoed the motion, gesturing toward their counterpart 
vaguely. 


“Tf...1f it’s not a bother...” 

“Not a bother. I can, um...” 

“T’d greatly appreciate it if you-“ 

“Don’t mention it,” Crawly interrupted. “Really, don’t.” 


“Right. Um.” Aziraphale looked up at them, then, a vulnerable moment passing between 
them as they both silently acknowledged that nothing about the other was like what they had been 
told, that this was different and wrong, and then Aziraphale took a deep breath, and with an utter 
lack of appropriate gravitas, an angel presented his back to a demon. 


Breath caught in Crawly’s throat. No one had ever... 


Right. Just...absolutely no bandwidth to process that right now. Focus on the wings. 
Feathers. Yes. 


Crawly approached with all the hesitation of a human and a wild animal, waiting until they 
were directly behind Aziraphale before murmuring, “I’m...gonna touch now, okay?” They waited 
for Aziraphale’s acknowledgment — a further tilting of the head, which inadvertently bared his neck 
— and reached out a hand they glared at to stop the trembling. 


Soft. 
His feathers were so soft. 


These were angel feathers. They had never been burned, scorched, torn from the bone and 
regrown in an atmosphere of ash and rot. They had never suffered the indignity of the tugging and 
pulling as they grew in the wrong colour, a colour they had never once been. These feathers had 
never been clawed at, ripped bloody from their base and burned in Hellfire, certain they would 
grow back in a blinding, pure white next time. Next time. But they always grew back the same, 
until Crawly stopped tearing them out and learned to take care of them instead. 


These wings, no. They had never suffered that. Crawly hoped they never would. 


Still, as they gently, oh so cautiously brushed through those downy, gentle, little feathers 
with their long fingers, they were sure their own angel wings had never been this soft. This was the 
kind of softness that indicated a gentle, loving spirit. Someone worthy of being an angel. Much as 
Crawly knew they should, they couldn’t resent it. This feeling was a privilege, this lightness, the 
physical touch, and they decided to stay there. They didn’t even notice the contented smile on their 
face. 


Though Crawly couldn’t admit it to themself, then or afterward, they took longer than they 
needed to arrange all the feathers, desperate to sink into the sensations of softness and unexpected 
vulnerability — something that felt so unearned, cherished, unfair, conflicting. They didn’t linger 
too much, though, not wanting to push their luck. 


Later, and not nearly later enough, Crawly stepped away, smoothing reverent palms down 
the feathers once more before removing their hands entirely, trying to memorize the tingling that 
lingered in their flesh. 


“Done,” they said, barely above a whisper. All the light of day was gone now, and in the 
shadows and the reflection from the peeking half-moon, the angel was a silhouette against a pale 
woodland. 


Aziraphale turned slowly, almost languidly, and for the barest moment, his eyes met 
Crawly’s, and something buried so desperately deep inside ached — before the angel shuttered his 
own emotions, drawing himself in, and Crawly instinctively did the same. 


“T must go,” Aziraphale said. “I need to...check on the humans. I’ve been away too long, 
and she’s expecting anytime.” 


“I’m sure they’re fine,” Crawly replied. “We would’ ve heard her...” 
“Nonetheless.” 
“Of course.” 


“Well. Goodbye, Crawly,” Aziraphale said with an awkward nod. 


“Uh. Yeah.” 


It was almost anticlimactic, watching Aziraphale walk away, his wings whole and healthy 
and beautiful as Crawly’s chest twisted with an unfamiliar sense of loss. They’d known loss, but 
not like this. They’d never watched it walk away and wondered if they could follow. 


They didn’t. Instead, they sat in a heap on the ground again, their hands in their lap, palms 
up, stuck on the memory of holy feathers on their skin. The truth that they had been welcome there, 
briefly. They kept trying to convince themself that they were overthinking the interaction. Angels 
were probably very used to trusting each other, and Aziraphale was clearly just a trusting sort, 
considering their talk on the Wall, so really, the whole interaction bore no real significance. It 
wasn’t important. 


It was important to Crawly. 


Between the leaves overhead, the dotted lights of distant stars and nebulae and planets and 
galaxies splattered the darkness. The details were obscured by distance, the colours and the twist 
indiscernible from so far away. Crawly still remembered them all. 


After a few moments, they crossed to the pile of angel feathers Aziraphale had left from 
grooming. The angel wouldn’t want them left here, but he’d clearly forgotten to take them or 
miracle them away. Just to be safe, Crawly lifted a hand and snapped, the feathers fading from 
existence. 


Except one. The smallest. 
That feather, Crawly saved for safekeeping. 
To guard. 


Crawly quickly found the edge of the forest and flew up high in the air, powerful wings 
allowing them to coast on the stillness. The stars reflected in their eyes as they wondered, briefly, 
where those birds they saw yesterday were now. Crawly hoped they were nesting away warmly 
somewhere as they passed the night, side by side. 


In their hand, clutched tight against the wind, Crawly kept that small white feather, a 
dangerous memento of a dangerous moment. A sacred one. One they would think about for 
millennia to come. 
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